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"And voices singing out of empty cisterns
And exhausted wells." The Waste Land',
T.S, Eliot.
1
Night
dark night
dreadful dark night
the primeval darkness has spread
over the sky,
over the earth
and over the orphaned heart
The dense fog of darkness
has covered
the ancient world,
moving towards doom.
There is no sound, no wind
and no pity for the darkness.
The sightless, formless and timeless
moment of dense darkness
is the dark slough of lives.
The dreadful cobra of dull time
is rolling
between the earth and the sky.
The void is filled with
the piled up pollution
of the dirty times.
This moment of dense darkness
is lifeless and odourless,
a bitter deadly poison,
a metre with broken backbone.
The night is sleeping,
the world is sleeping,
the lyre is sleeping
and the voice of the dumb singer